EPILOGUE
lady. Wrote Rush, in describing the scene of the marriage of
the King's third daughter Elizabeth, to the Landgrave Frederick
of Hesse-Homburg, which took place in February 1818:
This venerable personage—the head of a large family, her children
then clustering about her—the female head of a great empire—in
the seventy-sixth year of her age, went the rounds of the company
speaking to all. There was a kindliness in her manner from which
time had struck away useless forms. No one did she omit. Around
her neck hung a miniature portrait of the King. He was absent,
scathed by the hand of Heaven; a marriage going on in one of his
palaces, he the lonely suffering tenant of another. But the portrait
was a token superior to a Crown. It bespoke the natural glory of
wife and mother, eclipsing the artificial glory of Queen. For more
than fifty years this royal pair had lived together in affection. The
scene would have been one of interest anywhere. May it not be
noticed on a throne ?
On Wednesday, December 2nd, 1818, they bore this venerable
lady from Kew to Windsor to lay her to rest in the Chapel of
St George; and happily deafness and feebleness of mind kept
from the old King the message which Windsor's bells tolled
forth on that December day.
In January 1820 Windsor's bells rang again. In mournful
notes they paid homage to a dead King. With the coming of
the New Year the King's bodily health, which during his long
mental illness had been wonderfully good, had begun to cause
the doctors alarm. He no longer took his food, and it was with
the greatest difficulty that his attendants could keep his body
warm. The doctors continued to have faith in the magnificent
constitution of their patient; and not until January 27th was
Frederick sent for. On his mother's death Parliament had thought-
fully placed the mad King in the care of this favourite son; and
for two days the Duke, with his sisters Augusta, Mary and Sophia,
watched at the bedside of the dying man. At about eight-thirty
on the evening of January 29th the end came; and messengers
rode out of Windsor to tell the British people that a new reign
had begun.
In the evening of February i6th, 1820, between ranks of soldiers
bearing torches, the last state journey was made from the Castle
to the Chapel of St George. Minute guns fired dismally: the
bells of Windsor tolled: the Duke of York as Chief Mourner
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